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"Nikkil" Tommy barged into his bandmate's room practically bouncing with excitement. "Wake up, dude, we're 


going to Willow Springs!" He grabbed Nikki's foot and shook it. "Come on, Nik!" 
"The fuck are you on about, T-bone?" Nikki groused, cracking one eye open. "And why this fucking early?" 


Grinning, the gangly drummer explained with exaggerated patience, "Dad got my car back out of impound, and 
paid up the insurance for the next year, so I'm all good with that now. And as consolation for Leanne cheating 
on me like that, Mom paid for me to have a day at Willow Springs so | can speed to my heart's content. You're 


coming with mel" 


Nikki grumbled and rolled over, groping by the side of his bed until he came up with a bottle that felt like it 
still had something inside it. He got up on one elbow, attempting to ignore the pounding in his head, and took a 
swig of what proved to be Jack Daniels. "You're seriously gonna go drive on a fucking race track?" 


Tommy nodded. "Yeah, and | really want you to come with me. Hell, we can bring Vince, too, so he'll have fun 
and stop bitching about the cake | mashed into his bed at the party. He wants to be paid back for the extra 
laundry," he said with a snort of laughter. "Well, this'll pay him back and then some!" 


"Yeah, alright," Nikki said, yawning and scratching his balls. "You go throw Princess Vinnie out of bed if you're 
gonna insist on bringing him along, though." He got out of bed and made his way to the bathroom as Tommy 


bounced into Vince's room, and snickered as he heard the singer's protests at being awakened. 


Heading back to his room, he quickly got dressed, wondering if he should just throw caution to the wind and ask 
Tommy for a date. He'd hoped that by kissing the drummer after the fiasco of a party a few days back, that 
Tommy would have given him a clear yes or no. But the younger man said he'd think about it and hadn't 
brought up the topic since. Now Nikki wondered if Tommy assumed he was drunk, high, joking, or some 


combination of the three, and so didn't actually need an answer. 


Half an hour later, all three young men piled into Tommy's newly un-impounded car, a powerful Camaro, and 
after a stop at a McDonald's drive-thru for something resembling breakfast, they pulled into Willow Springs. 
The staff checked Tommy's reservation and directed them to the track known as SOWS, Streets of Willow 
Springs, a road course with some fun turns including a banked curve at the north end as well as a skid pad on 


the southern end of the track, adjacent to the biggest straightaway. 


Tommy ran the course three times, then offered Vince and Nikki a run apiece. They both accepted. After a 
break for smokes, sodas - the track obviously didn't permit alcohol - and the bathroom, Vince decided to try 
to exact a little revenge on Tommy over the cake incident at the party. Tommy never could resist a dare, and 
more to the point, Nikki, who had a decently level head when sober, was still in the shitter and so not there to 
object. 


"Hey, T-Bone," Vince said "You ever see that thing where someone drives blindfolded while someone else tells 
‘em when to turn and brake and all that? | dare you to try it - I'll navigate for you." He'd navigate them right 
off the track, too, so that Tommy's car got damaged. Not to seriously, of course, he didn't want them to 
actually get hurt seeing as he'd be in the damn car with Tommy, but hopefully enough that it would take a 


couple of weeks or more to fix. And just as Vince expected, Tommy fell for the dare. 


"Driving blindfolded? For real? What the fuck, dude," Tommy laughed. “All right, let's try this shit!" He jumped 
behind the wheel of the car and grabbed a bandana from the collection dangling from the rearview mirror 
along with a set of fuzzy dice and a cardboard air freshener that probably should have been replaced months 


ago. "Come on, Vinnie, put this thing on me if we're gonna do this." 


Vince got into the passenger seat and buckled himself in before tying the bandana over Tommy's eyes. "You 
good?" he asked. 


"Yeah, let's gol" Tommy whooped. He did stop to buckle his own seatbelt, then put the car in gear. "Ready?" 


Nikki came out of the men's room just in time to see a blindfolded Tommy, with a smirking Vince in the 
passenger seat, inch up to the starting line, then gun the engine. "Tommy, what the fuck?l?" he yelled, unheard 
as the car's back wheels spun, then caught traction. The last thing he saw before the Camaro vanished around 


the first curve, was Vince's arm out the passenger window, middle finger upraised towards him. 


In the car, Tommy paid close attention to Vince's instructions, definitely driving more slowly than he normally 


would on the track, since he really didn't want to risk fucking up his car just after he'd gotten it back Maybe 


this was a stupid idea after all, but Vince dared him, and he didn't want to look like a pussy either. 


Vince, for his part, decided to give good instructions until they were close to getting back to the starting line 
and pit road. He didn't want to have to walk the better part of a mile from the far end of the track, after all. 
But he'd make Tommy miss the hard left leading into the gentle curves just before the skid pad. But for now, 
he kept his eyes on the track and kept up a steady monologue of, "Straighten out.. keep going.. right turn, turn, 


turn, turn, bring it back now, straighten out.. left turn, easy, turn, turn, turn, turn." 


As Tommy gained a modicum of confidence in Vince's navigation skills, he discovered that he was actually 
having fun. Sure, driving while blindfolded was scary, but he could tell by a combination of the feel of the 
banked curve and the directions Vince was giving, that he was more than halfway through the course without 
mishap. 


Nikki paced back and forth near the start/finish line torn between panic that something horrible would happen 
- he refused to consider that Tommy might be seriously injured - and a rising anger that Tommy would do 
something so stupid at all. He lifted his head as he heard the sound of an engine approaching from the north 
end of the course and turned to look, hoping to catch a glimpse of them. 


The Camaro cruised down the short straightaway, Vince droning, "You're good, stay straight, keep going, keep 
going." followed by an abrupt, "Shit! Left left left" 


"Fuck!" Tommy spun the wheel to the left and pumped the brakes, only for the Camaro to start fishtailing. He 
tried to steer into the skid, but overcompensated, sending the powerful car into a spin which came to an 
abrupt end with the crunch of glass and metal against the wall. He ripped the bandana off his head and turned 
to stare at his bandmate in disbelief. "Vince, what the fuck?" 


Vince couldn't keep the smirk off his face as he sneered, "Serves you right, fucker. This is what you get for 
what you did with that cake!" 


Nikki came flying up the alternate track from the starting line. "Jesus fucking Christ, Tommy! Are you okay? 
What the fuck were you thinking? Were you thinking? You coulda been fucking killed!" 


"Nice to know you're worried about me, Nik," Vince snarked, getting out of the car. 

"Fuck off, Princess Vinnie," Nikki spat. "This was your idea, wasn't it?" 

Tommy got out of the car and looked at the cracked bumper and smashed taillight with a sigh. "Yeah, it was 
Vinnie's idea," he confessed. "He dared me to do it, and it seemed like a good idea at the time. | mean, he did get 


us this far..." 


Nikki growled and tackled Vince to the ground before the singer could dodge. He punched the downed man twice 
in the face, then stood up and kicked him in the nuts. "You fucking asshole!" 


"Nikki... Nikki, come on, he's not worth it," Tommy said, trying to pull the enraged Nikki away from the downed 
Vince, who was curled up and retching after that kick 


Nikki spoke a little louder, to make sure Vince heard him. "As much as I'd like to leave the asshole here, he's 


still a bandmate. Let's throw him in the back seat. And he owes you half the cost of the repairs.’ 


Tommy picked up the still curled-up and groaning Vince and shoved him into the back seat. "Okay, that's fair," 
he said ruefully. "He issued the dare, but | didn't have to take it” 


| oughtta fucking well spank you, too," Nikki snarled, grabbing Tommy by the shoulders and shaking him lightly. 
"God fucking dammit, you coulda been hurt. You coulda been fucking well dead! And then what would | do?" 


Tommy looked at Nikki in honest confusion. "You'd find another drummer easy enough," he said. "| mean, I'm 


good, but I'm not Vince, | know l'm replaceable." 


Nikki closed his eyes for a moment, not releasing his grip on Tommy. "You don't get it, do you?" he asked, his 
voice quiet but shaking. "Tommy, I'm not talking about the band, you fucking idiot, I'm talking about me." 


"Huh?" Tommy asked eloquently. 

"You didn't take me seriously after the party, did you?" Nikki sighed. "Fine, l'll try to get it through your head 
another way." He leaned in and kissed Tommy deeply, then pulled back to say, "Fuck if | know why, but | fucking 
love you, you dumb fuck. | could replace you in the fucking band, but never in my heart. And if you fucking tell 
anyone that | said that last thing, I'll knock your head in" 


Tommy blinked, the wheels obviously turning as he tried to process everything. "You meant it," he said. "You 


weren't just joking or drunk or whatever. You want.. me?" 


"Fuck, yeah," Nikki said. "Look, | get it that maybe you're not into dudes at all, or whatever. But if you're even 


curious about dudes, or if you like ‘em, | wanna date you." 


"Yes," Tommy said. Then he leaned in and kissed Nikki passionately. "Let's get home and you can.. show me what 


| don't know." 
"| can't wait," Nikki said. 


"Me either," Tommy agreed. Stealing one more kiss, he slid behind the wheel. "Let's go." 


